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"A beaujeu beau retour." 

"Alas, i.lifli. Wisdom ever ahum 
To congregate her scattered sous." 

— ShMstokb's Progrem of Taste. 
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GUILBERT & CLTSSOLD 

1 88 MADISON STREET, 
CHICAGO. 



TO 
MY ESTEEMED FRIEND, 

RE V. A. A. KENDRICK, D. D., 

President of Shurtleff College, 

THIS LITTLE BROCHURE 

IS RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED. 



PRE FA TORT. 



The printing of this poem in this form 
is simply a compliance with a request too 
urgently made to be disregarded. If a 
memorial volume of the Jubilee services 
is published^ which is not improbable, this 
poem will find its appropriate place there- 
in, and meanwhile, is yielded now to the 
many wishes above referred to, and with 
thanks to these who thus express their 
generous estimate of its interest, 

Chicago, July 8, 1877. 



QUINQUAQENARIUM. 



K 



know an adage old and terse — 
With which I may begin my verse : 
And nothing — as I've come to know it — 
So much embarasses the poet 
As how to make a good beginning, 
And thus its first applauses winning — 
With just a sip or two of sense — 
Carry his easy audience thence, 
Into the desert, thinking still — 
They get of sparkling wit their fill ; 
And, drinking, call the nonsense fine — 
Because at first they tasted wine ! 
Be mine the fortune at this time- 
To fashion thus my opening rhyme, 
And with some happy trick beguile 
Your friendly favor all the while. 

All this by way of preface meant — 
I turn at once to my intent, 
The adage old and terse, whose wit 
The budding of my verse shall fit. 
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You've said and felt it often, brother — 
That "One good turn deserves another." 

You smile, and yet you know not why, 
Nor. in my parable descry 
The happy hit that is to make — 
Through half an hour just for its sake, 
The dullness of my task less dreary — 
And save your ears from growing weary. 
This is my riddle, then, or yours ; 
No matter whose, — so it secures 
Its own solution, and you see — 
How pat the proverb seems to me. 

Ye sons of Shurtleff, — here to-day, 
At Alma Mater's shrine to pay 
The honors of your hearts and voices — 
While every heart to heart rejoices 
And kindles to its old-time passion, 
In speech and song and festive fashion, — 
May wonder why an alien lyre 
Is struck to-day with alien fire, 
When ShurtlefTs altars are ablaze 
With the hot fires of ancient days, 
And through the shades of fifty years 
In their red light her fame appears ; 
May wonder why a stranger stands 
Before your mustered, marshalled bands, 
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Without their ichor in his veins — 
To mock you with his foreign strains, 
And veil in unknown shibboleth 
Themes that befit a brother's breath. 

Ah, if your eyes indignant burned 

Like these sharp rhymes my muse has turned, 

If you but felt as I have sung — 

Your frowns had hushed my timid tongue ; 

And the old adage in my verse — 

I had not waited to rehearse, 

To which I come at last to show — 

What wit lies hid its words below. 

'Twas eight years since, as I count back, 

Along life's swift receding track, 

I heard my own dear Mother* say — 

I use the word in college way — 

"My son, when next the roses blow, 

"And June's bright smiles around me glow, 

"I shall have come, through smiles and tears — 

"To number fifty rounded years. 

"Then I shall gather at my feet — 

"As doves around their windows meet — 

"My noble sons from far and nigh ; 

"And oh, what Mother proud as I, 



'Madison University, Hamilton, N. Y. 



* * * - * - 
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"To sit and see the grand array 
"About me that auspicious day. 
"My heroes ; first — the white-haired few, 
"Who in my smiles their youth renew ; 
"Next, the long ranks of stalwart sons, 
"Grudging — yet glad ! to leave their guns, 
"Those weapons of their strength and skill— 
"They train God's foes and man's, to kill. 
"And, last, my boys — just fit to go 
"With hairy cheeks — from Jericho ! 
"But in each hand a sword to wield — 
"And over every breast my shield." 
* "My son," the Mother said again — 
"All these will need some music strain, 
"Some anthem wrought from out the years, 
"And woven well of smiles and tears — 
"To mark our eras as they go ; 
"Sing such a strain — the best you know," 

With faltering tongue and fainting heart, 
I wrought at that high feast my part ; 
And heedless what I had to earn, 
I did my Mother " one good turn" 
Which, sons of ShurtlefF, your good Mother 
Made up her mind "deserved another" 
•'Gainst Kendrick's wish and Johnson's must 
In what proof-armor could I trust 1 
.My judgment to their pleas said "no," 
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The while my lips belied it so. 

But hence I'm warned ; and never more 

I'll do as I have done before. 

"One good turn" from my hand not reckoned, 

The first will not deserve a second. 

Had Death, insatiate Archer, missed 

His aim when to her starry list 

Shurtleff's first Hobbs his shaft transferred, 

My voice this Jubilee, unheard, 

Had been as needless, in the flow 

Of his sweet strains who, long ago, 

Sang, while he trod her classic ways, 

Her quarter-century's song of praise. 

And had I known how yet his fire 

Electric thrills a brother's lyre, 

My deep reluctancy had grown 

Into denial's ruthless tone ; 

And left the younger Hobbs to fill 

With melody this June-decked hill. 

Since who so well last night could sing, 

This song of Jubilee should bring. 

He envies not my task, perhaps, 

But bides his time, and waits the lapse 

Of half a hundred years, when he 

Shurtleff's centennial bard shall be ; 

And older than our Bryant now, 

With whiter locks upon his brow, 



12 QUINQUAGENARIUM. 

Ten thousand Shurtleff sons shall throng 
To bless her name, and praise his song. 

THE GATHERING. 

We have heard our Mother's call — 
"Come, my children, one and all, 
"Gather at my ancient hall." 

And we come ! 
We have come that we may greet 
One another at her feet, 
And that fifty years may meet 

As we come ! 
Some with heads as white as snow, 
Who the farthest back can go ; 
Many for the first to know, 

Since we come ! 
We have laid our toils aside, 
Hast'ning o'er the prairie wide, 
Floating down the giant tide — 

Here to come. 
Only once could we obey 
Such a call, on such a day ; 
Love would not let us stay away; 

And we come ! 
God be with us, as He stood 
With our fathers in the wood ; 
Then for good, and only good, 

Are we come. 
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RETRO RSUM. 



Fifty long years to come and go, 

Of all their lapse 'tis nought we know; 

But fifty years behind us shine 

In many a bright, historic line. 

Thy cycle, Shurtleff, sweeps around, 

A hundred memories, and profound, 

Of daring deeds, heroic names, 

Of human glories, and of shames ; 

Of falling thrones, and thrones that rose, 

Of kingdoms rent by battle's blows ; 

Of nations crushed by tyrants' greeds, 

Of shifting crowns and changing creeds ; 

Of commerce whitening every sea, 

With wings of thrift and industry ; 

Of daring emprise that has won 

An empire reaching toward the sun ; 

Of marriage bonds of glittering steel, 

That link twain oceans heel to heel, 

And belt the continents they sever — 

With human sympathies forever. 

I may not sing in this brief hour, 

Th' unnumbered trophies of man's power ; 

The mysteries scanned and marvels wrought 

Out of his cunning cells of thought, 

That curb the fleet electric steeds — 

And harness them to humble deeds ; 



14 QUINQUAGENARIUM. 

» 

Or bid their feet obedient run, 

Swift as the coursers of the sun, 

O'er deserts drear, and under waves, 

Where once man nothing found but — graves ! 

Where thy first germ of Ufe was set 

In soil that lies prolific yet, 

Then by the treacherous savage trod, 

But vowed and 'consecrate' to God — 

By one who in the wilderness, 

Owned and invoked His power to bless, 

No fiery steed on iron track 

Beat the red warriors' ambush back 

Beyond that flood, whose tide to-day — 

Divides a heritage half way, 

That, East and West in happy strife — 

Throbs to its core with boundless life. 



THE GERM. 



While in great London's splendid mart — 
And nigh its busy beating heart, 
They laid with stately form and rule 
The corner-stone of far-famed school — 
And builded well for men to see, 
The London University — 
Another school, unnoted sprung 
E'en while the ducal trowel rung 
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Upon the polished stone in place, 

Wrought with nice skill and carved with grace ; 

Another school, beneath a sky 

Whose lightnings scared the red man's eye, * 

And in & wilderness, whose gloom 

Lay thick as shadows 'round a tomb. 

No corner-stone with pomp was laid, 

No speech of courtesy was said, 

No vivas rose from eager throng, 

Or swelled in dedication song ; 

Yet not in silence there, was set 

A germ that broadly bourgeons yet — 

For through the forest rang the strokes 

That bit the breasts of stately oaks, 

And laid their leafy crests at length — 

To droop above their shattered strength. 

A single arm that ravage wrought, 

Nerved by one bosom's holy thought. 

No woodsman he, of common fame, 

But bearing an Apostle's name — 

Who swung his axe, nor paused to heed 

A pilgrim's challenge from his steed, 

But answered him between the strokes 

He dealt upon the stately oaks ! 

And thus the challenge rang, they say — 

Fair legend of that shadowy day — 

"Why, Brother Peck, what do you here 1 " 

And thus the answer sharp and clear — 
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"I hack and hew for sacred knowledge ; 
I fell these trees to found a College/" 



WHO ARE LIFE'S HEROES? 

Who are life's heroes 1 Whom shall we crown 

When their sun has 'gone down ? 
Are they princes of war, whose red plumes 

Cast their shadows on tombs ? 

Who are Earth's great ones 1 Whom shall we praise 

At the end of their days ? 
Are they masters of wisdom, whose lore 

Is of time, and no more ? 

Who are the sovereigns ? Whom shall we greet 

With our knees at their feet ? 
Are they tenants of thrones 1 Do they play 

With their. crowns for a day 1 

Who are Earth's heroes 1 Whom may we bless 

A.t the last of Life's stress % 
They are servants of God ; and their throne 

Is as sure as His own ! 

He was a hero— that John of the wood, 

And he stands — as he should — 
With his axe, in our memory to-day, 

First to strike and to pray ! 
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ROCK-SPRING SCHOOL. 

Where the savage trapped the deer, 
Nigh a rock-spring gashing clear, 
Of the stalwart trees that fell, * 
When the woodman smote so well, 
To the music of his blows, 
Soon a citadel arose ! 
Not so true that myth of old, 
Of divine Amphion told — 
How the Theban walls upgrew, 
As his tuneful fingers flew 
O'er the strings of new-born lyre 
Quivering with Citherean fire. 
Wondrous music of the steel 
Lo ! the forest monarchs feel, 
And to beams and rafters spring — 
Of that citadel I sing ; 
Though less proud the name it bore, 
Just a School, and nothing more, 
Hallowed, though, by high intent, 
To one sacred purpose bent, 
Prophets of our God to teach 
Dialects of heavenly speech ; 
Tongues to voice the sweet evangels 
Earth-ward dropt from lips of angels. 

Through a lustrum, song and prayer 
Blent with ardent study there ; 
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Stealthy savage of the wood 
By its holy spell tabooed. 
On it drew no bow in wrath 
From his hasty hunting path. 
For a lustrum, as I sung, 
Hoary woods with life grew young ; 
Here and there, in bosky glade, 
Studious wood-nymphs, unafraid, 
Learned "to love" — tho* but in Latin- 
{I'm reminded to put that in !) 
. And incipient Webs ters spoke 
To some leafy, listening oak. 

Happy days ! but brief as fair ; 
Shadows gathered unaware, 
And the lustrum fled — the woods 
Won back their old solitudes ; 
While a fairer spot beguiled 
Learning's forest -cloistered child, 
Nearer the great river's flow, 
And a cradled town below ; 
This domain with foresight planned, 
Where these halls of iShurtleff stand. 



SHADOW AND SUNSHINE 

» # 

The good apostle's heart fell sore, 
When over Rock-Spring silence fell, 
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His happy dream, too brief, was o'er, 
And with that dream his hope as well ! 

In vain upon the thick trees, he 

The sharp prophetic axe had laid, 
His "College** he should never see — 

Communing with his fears, he said. 

And when the newer home was found, 
And hope in other breasts grew bright, 

Wrapt in his sense of loss profound, 
His eyes were slow to catch the light. 

It broke for his faint soul at length, 

With a clear promise in its ray, 
As the old School, with new-born strength, 

At Alton heights, pursued its way. 

And ere its second lustrum filled, 

His dream among the oaks came true ; 

His doubts dissolved, his murmurs stilled, 
As Alton School a College grew. 

Trophies enough for one decade, 

The generous gift of Shurtleff crowned ; 

Presage of victories here displayed 
Now fifty years have run their round. 



/ 



20 QUINQUAGENARIUM. 

'Twas thus this seat of learning sprung 
From one twice-planted, feeble root, 

Set when this populous State was young, 
And only Faith foresaw its fruit. 

Set where the wilderness stood thick, 
For many a weary league abroad ; 

With inward light their eyes were quick, 
Who planted it for men and God. 

On Shurtleif s classic annals stand, 

Their honored names with stars anigh ; 

Our chief apostle and his band, 

Old Rock-Spring's grand decemviri I 

MEMORIES. 

Ten years of the fifty I am to review, 

And half of my poem already run through ; 

The College, I trow, will shine less in my verse, 

Than the germs it has sprung from I stopt to rehearse. 

The leisurely pace of my" muse hitherto, 
For the rest of her journey 'tis plain will not do ; 
How's this, that she's going at now — allegro ! 
She couldn't have galloped, among the graves, so. 

But before we get out of a second decade, 
There's an item of credit that ought to be made 



r 
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To the State Legislature, of date yorty-one y 
For the deed of its sage predecessors — undone. 

While yet they were Vandals — Yandalians I mean, 

Those Solons had infinite dangers foreseen, 

In granting to Alton's judicious trustees 

A charter to do — whatsoe'er they might please. 

Those seven wise men sought a franchise, to frame 
Two schools with one charter and only one name ; 
A terrible plot to those Vandals it loomed, 
To unite Church and State, and the Charter was doomed. 

With a change of venue, came another of thought, 
And the Charter untrammelled to- Alton was brought; 
So in Letters and Science and Art and Theology, 
Shurtleff, became at a bound, very Colleg-y. 

My own Alma Mater — her struggles and strife 
Come back to my mind with the colors of life, 
As I ransack the records of Shurtleff to glean 
The facts for these verses, and fancies between ! 

I shut from my vision the poem I read 

When the blossoms of fifty years flushed her fair head, 

Lest the lays of this hour unconsciously grow 

Too much in the manner of that in their flow. 



1 



22 QUINQUAGENARIUM. " 

From the plow-tail and work-bench she summoned her boys, 
As did Shurtleff, I trow, from the young Illinois ; 
Poor fellows were both, in a dollar-ous sense, 
Of more weight in pounds, I'll be bound, than in pence. 

I sung of the fashion in which we were fed, 
At a dollar a week for our porridge and bread ; 
And my notes of your ancient "Refectory" hint — 
That it wasn't in lessons the boys suffered stint. 

Memorandum : "Boys raided on pantry and kitchen," 
Not added if Abigails there were bewitching 
So I'm left to infer it was cookies and pies, 
That sharpened their wits and affected their eyes. 

In those primitive days if the viands were scanty, 
And the chapel or hall just a hut or a shanty, 
There was pluck in the boys and the making of men, 
And one wishes at times, they would come back again ! 

When if luxuries lacked, there was logic to spare, 
And matter none ventured with mind to compare ; 
When brain had not bowed to the lordship of muscle, 
Nor scholarship turned on a mill or a tussle. 

In corpore sano mens sana — perhaps ! 
The adage is good with a possible lapse ; 
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There are caputs so sound, that they echo like brass, 
And there's nought else within or beneath them — alas L 

But honor to Shurtleff, her day is not gone, 
When brain is still lord over muscle and brawn ; 
When her wisdom moulds wit and virtue stamps know- 
edge — 
And Religion and Law are the guards of the College. 

Not tier's be the woe of old Harvard to-day, 
Whose sons are fast flinging her honors away ; 
In orgies of lust, and in Bacchanal rites, 
Defaming their days with their revels of nights. 

Ah, mother of colleges in this new world, 
Dragged down from thy throne" and to infamy hurled r 
Rase, rase from thy 'scutcheon the legend we see 
Deep graven there — "Christo — et EccLESiiE !" 

O macte virtute — ye fortunate youth, 
Drink deep at the well springs of knowledge and truth; 
Like deacons be grave, or like men you may see, 
With tags to their names, the inscription — M. C. 

Let no wild heats of blood, or indulgence, e'er rage 
In your scholarly veins, and oh, never engage 
In raids, most unseemly, on innoceut chickens — 
When a tell-tale's at hand, who will just raise the Dickens^ 
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Give ear to a tale of a far-away College — 
I credit the legend on second-hand knowledge — 
Of how when the chapel lacked water and paint, 
And was sweet to the smell of nor sini er nor saint ; 

The wrong-headed boys, from the top through each grade, 
Their surplus of wit and of ardor displayed ; 
Turned the chapel clean out on the campus, and set 
The old stove to belching, there, thick clouds of jet. 

Then with faces like monks, at their benches they sat, 
With wayward side glances, now this way, now that, 
To catch the first glimpse of the then regnant Vice, 
And their eyes then to drop on the ground in a trice. 

I was told, on that morning that prayers were not said ; 

I hope it is true — that the young sinners shed 

Ploods of tears, that both washed out their ciime in their 

fall, 
And left enough over to wash out — the hall ! 

The College makes men, but it happens sometimes, 
That the case is reversed both in fact and in rhymes, 
And a man makes a college by wisdom and zest 
Circumspice — reverendus magister adest. 

He came to the chair when the chair was a throne, 
And the pestilent morals of Harvard unknown ; 
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His boys came to time both for task and for trial, 
For he carried in front of him ever a died** 

Not always his name marks the force of a man, 
As I found while I chanced Shurtleffs annals to scan ; 
And noted of Presidents there named, a Read, 
Who for fourteen long years was a ruler indeed. 

From the sea on the East to the great river's side, 
He came as your guest at this Jubilee-tide ; 
And his step and his smile and the words he has spoken, 
Are the sign and the seal that this reed is unbroken. 

Here's Kendrick — the king of your councils to-day — 
How the name stirs my heart as the wind stirs the sea ! 
Nathaniel, of Hamilton, grand among men, 
May this Adin, of Alton, revive him again. 

While your Presidents thus in procession pass by, 
There is one whose white crown rises up to mine eye ; 
Who has stood in the breach (I might have said breaches, 
But even the bard must beware of his speeches !) 

Ecce homo, juvenes, et puellce formosce, 
His cheek had grown furrowed ere your's was yet rosy ; 
Think how long he's been patient with folly and bosh, 
And keep in your hearts a warm place for Prof. Wash.f 



♦Rev. Adiel Sherwood, D.D. No w in his eighty-sixth year . 
tProf. Washington Leverett, LL.D., twice Acting President, and for thirty- 
two years a Professor of the College. "Prof. Wash* is his familiar soubriquet. 
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You looked for these verses from me Monday night, 
But mine would have been but a pitiful plight, 
Bringing "funeral baked meats/' like some grave under- 
taker, 
When you'd supped on a very large loaf from your Baker. \ 

Were this Jubilee day like one of the six, 

So long they get Science and Faith in a ^x — 

I'd sing for you, Fair man, Hodge, Dodge, Clark and 

Castle, 
And BulMey besides — but I'm Time's humble vassal ! 

So I leave them unmentioned, (as Paddy would say) 
Awaiting their chance on next Jubilee day ; 
When Hobbs with his Century-plant in full blow, 
Will fill up that hole J where he says it should grow ! 



ALLEGRETTO. 

Flow now with soberer course, my verses, flow, 
The end is nigh to which your currents go ; 
An allegretto movement suits the thought 
To which my wandering fancies here are brought. 
There beams, to-day, on all this labor done, 



tRev. Samuel Baker, D.D., one of the first graduates, and Historical Orator 
of the Jubilee. 

JThe basement of a new College-hall, whose foundations have waited [and 
wanted] for years the superstructure. 
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No mortal eye that smiled when it begun ; 

Or what delight would in such vision dwell, 

And with our jubilee raptures rise and swell. 

Too soon — to our impatient thoughts and sighs — 

Sunk in un waking sleep his friendly e; es, 

Who only, of the ancient ten, we said, 

Might living, represent to us the dead.* 

Death lets the Doctor sometimes balk his will, 

But takes a sure revenge upon his skill. 

Dead ! dead ! how close the stars shine on the leaves 

Of the half-century book — Death's clustering sheaves I 

Her faithful guardians, counted by the score, 

Her generous benefactors — Heaven send more ! 

Her Kendall, Gove and Marsh replaced, she'd build 

New monuments to fame, the old regild ! 

Not Johnson's zeal though crowned to all his dream, 

And the full rim of his Centennial scheme, 

Would make your Alma Mater's means exceed 

Your wish, good sons, or her most urgent need. 

Measure her worth, by unremitting aim, 

To keep unstained her pure, religious name, 

To shield her sons from gilded charms of sin, 

To teach them virtue and to — root it in ! 

To make them rich in all of earthly lore, 

And wise to value heavenly wisdom more. 

To give again to Church and State their gold, 

Minted in men of worth, a thousand fold. 



♦Dr. B. F. Edwards, who died May, 1877. 
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TO THE GIRLS. I 

I cry your pardon, ShurtlcfTs daughters fair, 
That in iny song you shine not anywhere h 
How can I make excuse both true and meet, 
Save, only, pleading that a theme so sweet — 
I held reserved — until its length should make 
My verse too tedious, save for your dear sake 1 
Ah, when I went to College, boys and girls 
Were kept apart like pebble-stones and pearls ; 
Except when sometimes pretty pearls would glide, 
Or pebbles roll, to one another's side. 
Had they been polished then in one same mill, 
Though bashful once, I had not stayed so still! 
I own the problem oft my mind perplexes, 
If wisely we co-educate the sexes ; ' 

Though I forbear my pros and cons to state ; 
I could not in your presence put them straight. 
My cons, I fear, might somehow serve to tease you, 
When all my present purpose is to please you ; 
And equally I must my pros withhold, 
•Since all my tale, in verse alone, is told. 
I greet you maidens, and congratulate 
The boys,. who hear your dimpling lips narrate 
The pretty legends of the Virgil classes, 
And play JEneas — to young Dido lasses. 
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Yet shall this loftier thought my verse inflame, 
With tribute fit to woman's hallowed name. 
That manhood nurtured from its youth with you, 
Were yoke to all — when not to honor true. 



A SONG TO DEAR WOMAN. 

Here's a Jubilee chant to dear woman, 
She's the light of our homes ; 

And who does not love her is no man, 
Wheresoever he roams. 

Here's a beaker of praise to our mothers, 
All the good in us their's ; 

All the evil our own, or another's — 
They would wash out with tears. 

Here's to our wives, our devotion, 

"Until death do us part," 
As the river flows into the ocean — 

Flows their love in our heart. 

Here's a cup to our dutiful daughters, 
Their sweet mothers twice ours ; 

As fountains renew their own waters, 
And their margins their flowers. 
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Here's honor and love to true maidens, 
What they make men — they are ; , 

Life's deserts they turn into Aidens, 
Where each shines as a star ! 

IMPROMPTU. 

A moment here, my muse, I pray, 

Linger a tribute sweet to pay 

To Monticello's queen,* whose smiles 

Have flashed like sunlight down these aisles. 

We give her welcome here to-day, 

And bless her for her work alway. 

In Monticello's charming shades 

She trains a host of lovely maids ; 

And with God's grace and light upon her, 

Makes them her happy maids of honor ; 

And fits them each at length to rule, 

Mistress and queen of home's dear school ! 

ROLL-CALL. 

Now call the roll of fifty years ! 
But stay, the list too long appears. 
We'll play the great procession's passed, 
Three thousand from the first to last ! 



♦Miss H. N. Haskell, Principal of the Monticello Female Seminary, situated 
five miles from Shurtleff College. This deservedly popular school graduated 
nine young ladies the previous day. Just before the delivery of this poem she 
entered the Chapel, and was escorted to the platform and warmly greeted by 
President Kendrick and the Poet. These lines were pencilled impromptu upon 
one of the blank pages of the MS. poem. 



